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Mood for Work. May Not Write Essay this Week,"
and there would probably follow then a long interview
with the local wine merchant, who would tell the re-
porters that I had just bought a bottle of Chambertin
so that there was still some chance of my writing after
all. There would be warm discussions all over the
country, in newspapers, clubs, bar-parlours, on the
subject of my possible inclusion in the England Essay
Team. Everybody would send in lists: Belloc, Lynd,
Chesterton, Beerbohm, Lucas, Tomlinson and so forth.
In the end I should probably be selected as twelfth
man, to wait in the library. Messrs. Belloc and Lynd
would probably be sent in first. But I have no inten-
tion of discussing the composition of this team: all
that I wish to point out is that it would beat- Australia
in any kind of weather. This is a fact worth remem-
bering, for after all there are other things in the world
besides games, and England is not ruined just because
sinewy brown men from a distant colony sometimes
Kit a ball further and oftener than our men do. And
I am sure that Sutcliffe, to whom, after such a picture
of a life passed in the full glare of public interest, I
offer my sympathy, will agree with me, though I hope,
for his sake and mine, he will go on gracefully stealing
runs, hitting the manful boundary, with more and
more power to his elbow.